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OCTAVIA 

A Drama 

In One Act with Prologue 



PREFATORY REMARK 

The Emperor Nero having determined to 
rid himself of his wife, Octavia, has her ban- 
ished to Pandataria, a dreary island wet with 
the blood of noble exiles, in the Mediterra- 
nean Sea. After having the Empress, though 
virtuous, accused of the vilest of crimes, he 
divorced her and openly celebrated his mar- 
riage to Poppaea. 

Though stunned by this cruel accusation, 
which was worse than death, Octavia, still be- 
ing only in her twentieth year, clings to life 
with the tenacity of youth. She feels her im- 
pending doom and writes a letter to Nero tell- 
ing him she wishes just to live out her days in 
peace as his widow and sister, with no thought 
of returning to Rome. 

Acte, a former freedwoman and mistress of 
Nero, visits Octavia in her exile and tells her 
ex-Empress that she has now embraced the 
Christian faith and repents her past. Octavia 
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forgives Acte, answering that she too has be- 
come a Christian. 

When Nero received Octavia's letter there 
were parts in it that might have touched him, 
but for the fact that the Prefect Tigellinus 
and Poppaea, evil genii and abetters to so 
many of the Emperor's crimes and degrada- 
tions, were there to quench and ridicule any 
remaining flames of pity. Hence the messen- 
ger was sent back unanswered and Octavia 
realized there was naught but to prepare for 
death. 

She did not wait long. A few days later, 
to quote the historian Tacitus, "Ruffians came 
and seized her and having bound her limbs, 
opened her veins. Her blood was chilled with 
fear and did not issue at the wounds. The 
assassins carried her to a bath of intense heat 
where she was suffocated by the vapor. To 
complete the horror of the barbarous tragedy, 
her head was cut off and sent to Rome to glut 
the eyes of Poppaea." 



CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Octavia Ex-Empress of Rome 

Acte A Freedwoman 

Lydia A Maid, attendant on Octavia 

A Captain and three Soldiers 

Chorus of Female Voices 
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PROLOGUE 

(Sung by Octavia to the accompaniment of 
harps) 

Voice, O Thou Divine One, cherish me! 

1 hear Thy Song and catch it in my soul; 
Thus my unquiet spirit feels at home 
Amid these barren rocks and surging seas. 
I sprung in beauty from the noblest stem, 
And childhood's showers found me confident 
In loving touch of day dawn's early dews. 
Not twenty petals yet have drooped or flown 
Across the glamour of the hollow field; 
Each leaf doth pray the wind to set me free 
In conscious happiness and those fair joys 
That every unstained flower might justly 

claim. 
But if 'tis written that I'm now to. fade, 
To fall prostrate and wither on the ground 
Beneath the cloud of unprotecting Death, 
Sometime, somewhere, O Voice, Thy Tears 

were shed 
That I might rise again in Paradise. 
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Chorus 

O whispering rills and rushing streams, 
Ye haunt the exile's memoried scenes ; 
But let the zephyrs, softly breathing, 
Waft the fadeless myrtles, wreathing. 



* 



ACT I 



ACT I 

Time— A.D. 62 

Scene: 

A chamber in the villa of Octavia on the Isle of 

Pandataria. A large doorway to the right at back 

commands a view of the indented shore and distant 

volcanic landscape. 

It is afternoon. 

A garden is seen full of oleanders, roses, and an 

abundance of crimson flowers. 

On the left is a door heavily curtained leading to 

Octavia s private apartment. 

As the curtain rises, Lydia comes from the presence 

of Octavia, while Acte is discovered entering from 

the garden. 

ACTE (entering the room, then gazing about 
expectantly). 

The noontide hour- the days here seem 

so still. 
A sigh? But why? 

Lydia (sadly). 

There's little need of hours, 
This following Time and hurrying to the 
stars. 
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ACTE. 

Something of sorrow's in thy voice. Yet 

thou 
Perchance art happier than I. How fares 
Our Empress? Speak! do tell it me. 
For sadness on us will each day descend 
And snatch away the eager joys of youth. 

Lydia. 

I am the sole companion of her life, 
And as I live with her, with her I grieve. 
Dost thou not know? Hast thou not 

come from Rome 
And seen Poppaea on my mistress' throne? 

ACTE. 

Alas, 'tis true. 

Lydia. 

The rest- oh Acte, Acte, 
How pitiful was woman's destiny 
When Nature named her man's necessity. 
Octavia, divorced, knows not time, 
Alone and waiting but for Age's pyre 
And brands that kindle into ringing 
Death. 
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ACTE. 

In sooth it seems so. Tell me, Lydia, 
Aye tell me what is further known to 

thee. 
Is it accomplished? Is it not? -I fear- 
She wrote to Nero. Did he answer her? 
I share her sorrow in this far exile. 
Still there are changes which a future day 
Will bring- a momentous promise Christ 

hath spoken: 
There's little else in human life to trust. 

LYDIA {contemptuously). 

Be thou contented with our own gods' 
praise. 

ACTE. 

Greater ill is none to mortals given than 

that 
Of unbelief. O God, how Thou must 

pity 
The world, which hath no deeper insight 

than itself 
On this arena of hypocrisy! 

Lydia. 

She wrote to Nero- 
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ACTE. 

Ah— 

[Low music is heard\ 

Lydia. 

-a letter 'til all 
The writing with warm tears was spread : 

reproached 
Him not withal, nor did pretend to rage 
For those her wrongs and great indigni- 
ties; 
In truth it was her heart which spoke and 

sighed. 
I know, because she read me every line, 
Our death-pale noble queen in white and 

gold, 
Whose name is like a perfume spread 

abroad. 
She prayed that things might happen as 

they should - 
Aye, there amid the rocks above her head 
With mirrored seas asway below her feet 
And gulls in quest far flying the steep- 
ened air. 
"But now the past is gone" she read, "its 
portal 
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Closed here forevermore to royal race. 
But Nero- thy fairness -I need that pit- 

eously, 
Before the tongues that trail me in the 

dust. 
My years are few, my songs are not for 

long 
From these my lips whose speech thou 

f oundest droll ; 
But know me as I was and as I am : 
My heart hath no reproach nor blame for 

thee 
In blighted hopes and unrequited love; 
Just grant me now this little brief repose, 
As widow- sister, chaste and virtuous, 
That wreath, I pray, leave on my dying 

brow 
To bear with me upon this cheerless 

earth, 
Its mystic webs and tears of sad amaze. 
Thus in retreat will poor Octavia live 
Until she's gemmed within the throngs of 

night. 
No faith was e'er so pure and undefiled ; 
The flower that fell, in falling left no 

fruit 
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Save Honour from a rock-girt island's 
shore." 
ACTE. 

And to that letter she received no answer? 

Lydia. 

No answer, Acte. 

ACTE. 

Too well I understand. 
O far off folly! In innocence I loved. 
Can love be but rehearsal of a sin, 
Its madness a rejected luxury? 

[Enter OCTAVIA] 

[ACTE casts herself at the ex-Empress' 
feet, while LYDIA slips quietly into 
the garden] 

Octavia. 

Acte! Art thou here? Rise, Acte, rise! 
O give me thy hand ! 
The sun is wearied in this solitude - 
One day passed by, and nothing but an- 
other. 

[ACTE kisses OCTAVIA'S hand and the 
two women seat themselves on a 
couch] 
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Proceed and tell me what they do in 

Rome, 
Of prattlings of my sire, so ill-ordained 
To rule o'er this unblessed destiny. 

[With a smile] 

Doth he still sing into the Alban clouds 

Delicious music, dearly mocking tones 

In the succession of my father's realm? 

Didst thou behold her, too, the royal con- 
sort, 

That hidden grossness in fair ornament? 

O peace my heart! How were it then 
with me 

To have mixed with blood of lower qual- 
ity? 

Haply some conscience yet may hang on 
him. 

My Acte, thou dost weep ! But why these 
tears? 

Is there some secret shrouded in thy 
breast 

When thou dost see Octavia in distress? 

O lasting shame ! Despair is in thine eyes. 

Dost thou a widow or an Empress pity? 
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ACTE. 

Forgive me, Empress, I've forsaken the 

past. 
I was his slave, but since the Truth hath 
taught me. 

Octavia {sadly). 

Thou art at least not blamed but under- 
stood. 

A woman cannot save when man con- 
demns, 

For he doth come and make himself the 
law: 

There lies the world's injustice and its 
worth. 

I knew thy heart was innocent. No wiles 

Of thine were spread to catch the Em- 
peror's love, 

[Kissing her companion tenderly] 

And I forgive thee ! In my misery, 
Who — who am I that could condemn 

thee, dear? 
I lie in ruins ; I ne'er shall rise again ; 
Life's dreams for me are shattered past 

retrieve. 
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ACTE. 

A day approaches that will clear thy 

name. 
It comes and cries and it will make thee 
hear. 

Octavia. 

Sweetest the lips kissed by the lips of 

Hope, 
Else Faith would not suffice with its 

caress. 

[With sudden agitation] 

O pity, Acte, my last, my only friend ! 
Why art thou yet so calm? My life is 

spent; 
Now is my desolation come. Run on 
Thou ship! wrecked 'neath the glimmer 

of malignant stars. 

ACTE. 

The golden evening on us now descends. 

Octavia. 

To think it true! But I am young to die, 
And without love we live in vain, in vain. 



30 Octavia and New Poems 

ACTE. 

Crowned still with honour and unstained 
by crime. 

Octavia. 

Alone upon the bank of Death I stray. 

ACTE. 

There is no Death in Him — peace unto 
thee. 

Octavia. 

It hath been said thou art a Christian. 

[ACTE moves away from her suddenly] 

Nay, do not start, I am a Christian, too, 
And weary of all other things except 
That Holy Face that draws my soul out to 
Eternal seas. 

ACTE {returning to the couch). 

Then thou hast found thy Peace? 

Octavia. 

Do I not seem resigned? 

ACTE. 

Aye, noble Lady. 
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OCTAVIA. 

I have no help but there, no hope save 

there — 
For hollow expiations I was born. 

[More calmly] 

But not e'er long, for I can see them 

through, 
And thus from treachery redeem my soul. 
If Nero lived a thousand years to reek 
In blood and spoil and ranker dignities — 
What are such foul deeds to that great 

Approach? 

Acte. 

The Mist thou feelest, also bathed me 
here. 

Soon shall its Waters in thy bosom flow 

Adown oblivion's stream to cool refresh- 
ment. 

Thy soul doth see as Paul's and Peter's 
see, 

Where there's ne'er change, deceit, nor 
age, nor death, 

A passage merely to superior rest. 

[LYDIA suddenly rushes into the room 
throwing herself at OCTAVIA'S feet] 
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LYDIA. 

O my mistress! send quickly! send for 
help! 

ACTE. 

What meanest thou? 

LYDIA {rising and pointing in terror towards 
the garden). 

There! Soldiers at the gate! 

ACTE (walking rapidly towards the entrance). 
'Twas what I feared. 

Octavia (calmly). 

Perhaps 'tis Nero's answer. 
You may yet learn that he is merciful. 

ACTE ( with her hands clasped behind her neck 
and passing back and forth). 

My fears are prophets. Think! I loved 

him once 
E'en as a stream o'erwhelms tumultuous 

waves. 
The shame that lurks in that admission! 
O my past be still, counselling so un- 
wisely. 

[With agitation] 
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They're coming here! Can I not find a 

prayer 
And so cast forth this dread infamy? 

Octavia. 

What is their message? 'Tis mercy, I 
am sure. 

[Four ruffian soldiers appear at the en- 
trance. OCTAVIA pales, starting at 
the malicious looks in the men's eyes] 

Be firm, my soul, though it is now de- 
cided. 

With hope so dying, Faith doth give me 
life — 

That master-key which takes us from 
ourselves 

And triumphs over mortal feebleness. 

[One of the soldiers r evidently the Cap- 
tain, walks further into the room. 
He salutes OCTAVIA with a feigned 
but rough attempt at courtesy] 

The Captain. 

Imperial lady, the Emperor sends his 

greetings 
And apologizes for not writing thee. 
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OCTAVIA {cynically). 

Is this the promised end? Nay, nay, thou 

fool, 
By such as thee my sire would not send 

greetings. 

The Captain. 

Be calm, in that thou art in error, lady. 
My lot is to obey and not to think. 

OCTAVIA {with growing anger). 

The issue will determine who doth err. 
Dost thou so enter in my villa here, 
Thou menial? How darest thou gibe me 
with these frauds? 

THE CAPTAIN {displaying a parchment and 
with a malicious grin showing the Imperial 
seal to the ex-Empress) . 

But here I hold the warrant of the law. 

OCTAVIA {becoming calm). 
And is that all? 

The Captain. 

Nay, that is worst of all. 
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OCTAVIA. 

Well, so I feared — thy coming is not 

strange. 
Thou art sent here to kill me, that I know. 

THE CAPTAIN {folding the parchment). 
Thou sayest truly. 

Lydia. 

O thou foul fiend of Rome! 

Acte. 

Vile castaway! O wherefore sent Caesar 
This messenger? 

[At a sign from the Captain, the other 
soldiers enter, roughly binding Oc- 
TAVIA'S hands and feet] 

Octavia. 

Peace, friends! Peace, friends, I pray! 
The might of tyrants doth but end my 

pain, 
And greatness stands upon a precipice. 
The chariot of life is not all gold — 
Just so do we the gifts of fortune owe. 
Here hath truth fled if Octavia has been 
false ; 
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With the fair, stainless name that I have 

borne, 
I should be well content, be glad to die : 
But, day, thy dawning I shall see no more, 
Nor evening's many thousand kisses dent 
The varying shore of human frailty. 
Bid Nero think upon this dreadful deed 
When he doth gaze into his night of 

death. 
My Caesar thou art mighty in mischance, 
And to thine ills some worse woe will be 

added. 
Aye, thou shalt witness duly this act prove 

seer, 
E'en as the moon is regent of the stars 
And I but babble breath in ruffians' ears. 
An urn shall not so much thine ashes hold, 
For thou dost banish the truest of thy 

friends 
To the abhorrence of posterity. 
Lydia, farewell! My Acte, fare thee well! 
I was a chaste wife and so I pass. Re- 
member, 
When I am cold and lose this throbbing 

clay, 
That is the rarest jewel that you may urge 
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Upon the breast of your queen's memory. 
What wishes else? Weep not, my gentle 

friends, 
That I am freed from weak mortality. 
Behold your queen of opportunity! 
In your warm glowing hearts o'er-pic- 

ture me 
In consecrated realms of joy and praise. 
Few moments will suffice and I am fled 
Unto the Voice that hath assuaged my 

soul 
And rocked me down into the golden 

Vale. 
Bring to your ears the tones that I shall 

hear. 
Farewell! O do not turn away, but 

pray- 
So shall your breath more quickly speed 

my pain. 

[THE CAPTAIN motions his men to car- 
ry OCTAVIA to the inner apartment. 
ACTE and LYDIA cling frantically to 
their mistress. The soldiers push 
them aside as they near the door- 
way'] 
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[She bids the men to let her stand alone 
a moment] 

I am prepared — fear not for me, Acte, 
But warm my cold hands in the still of 

death, 
Should they a moment ache in loneliness. 

[The two women gaze through their 
tears in wonder and encouragement, 
mingled with looks of fear and hor- 
ror] 

[OCTAVIA stoops and kisses each of her 
companions tenderly, then turns to 
the soldiers] 

Now haste — fulfill your work. The 

tapers blaze 
That I may see the sacred Mysteries. 

[Looking up in prayer] 

Now is my one possession in His hands. 
He calls! He calls! Come, come, my 

soul, 
Now in the shadow of low sifting dusts — 
There is no fury breathing in that Call. 
I am she, Octavia — look on me, Chris- 

tus! 
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[The stage is totally darkened for a 
few moments. Suddenly in a single 
ray of light ACTE if discovered 
kneeling just inside the entrance-way 
from the garden. She holds a small 
white crucifix in her hand'] 

ACTE {singing to the accompaniment of 
harps). 

Now hast thou shaken thy thorns all off, 
sweet rose, 

Beneath the haling fire of earthly pain; 

Thy leaves are kissed with eternity's 
freshet rain, 

And shame nor sorrow break thy fair re- 
pose. 

Soft magic petals o'er thy shoulders bend 

As tinselled song through vale and thicket 
ring 

From far rillet or near immortal spring. 

Forsaken? lost? No! He doth ever send, 

A-wafting down the bright sequestered 
skies, 

A message through His deep endearing 
eyes 

That spells Octavia's name in Paradise. 
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Chorus 

Nearer — no longer from afar, 
Let us go where the angels are. 
Here all is but one great lament. 
When sleep closes our eyes 
Or dawn bids that we rise 
We find only grief in extent. 

ACTE. 

O Light, rejoice! Here I salute 
Thy spotless Dawn whose rising Rays, 
Whited in the hem of rose-tipped cloud, 
Announce the redemption of our eternal 

life. 
Blessed be the earth that has this Cross, 
For its celestial Beam restoreth Peace 
Back into the path of sorrowing, suffer- 
ing men. 
As Octavia playeth now in the palace of 

Thy Goodness 
And drinketh wine from the chalice of 

Thy Mercy, 
So doth the dawning ages foreshado.w 

Thine Advent 
And Kingly Coming 'mid the wraths and 
shrieks of Rome. 
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All shall be completed therein as Thou 

hast promised, 
And Rome but awaiteth the completing 

star of Thy Gentleness. 

Chorus 

The mist of pain, the pall of gloom 
Hung low around a distant tomb. 
An Easter dawn and morn revealed 
The Master's Sepulchre unsealed. 

Give us, dear Christ, Thy tenderness, 
The magic in Thy Name; 
Give us, dear Christ, some happiness 
And put our sins to shame. 

CURTAIN 



"KAMERAD" 
■A Dramatic Poem 



"KAMERAD" 
A Dramatic Poem in One Scene 
Place— Hell. Time— A.D. 1918. 

Scene : 

A dark low ante-chamber in Pandemonium re- 
served for new arrivals. 
Enter: "The All-Highest." 

He paces back and forth clanking scabbard with 
mailed fist and gesticulating with withered arm. 

The "All- Highest." 

I cannot stand and stare into the dark, 
For this grim room stares back at me. 

All turns 
To stone ; the gasp of strangling seems to 

run 
Vile draught and on me sucks and hangs. 

It's I 
Who spinned the planets into fields of 

blood, 
Whose million cells did set the world 

aflame, 
Turning to ashes all creation's breed. 
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[Flourish and rattle of mailed fist] 
With "blood and iron" I'll meet the 

devil's challenge. 
I am not undivine, of that I'm certain. 
Thou still exaction! It's come to pass, 
My chronicles of war shall e'er be left 
Besmeared though I am down into this 

Hell. 
It doth appear that Foch did his part well 
With the limbs of that far land across the 

sea. 
Wherefore have I gone thus so much 

astray? 
I, the anointed king of that mapped 

globe, 
Sequestered here! The end of my great 

mission? 
What fire that ever raged should ash the 

crown 
That hath bedecked my brow? Laugh 

now ye walls! 
This chamber seems arranged for one sole 

guest. 
I'm cankered o'er with doubts and fears 

that would 
Not well consort with my great dynasty. 



"Kamerad" 47 

But how could I be hurt, being mostly 

God? 
O Liberty! to satisfy thy lust 
Dost know that thou hast crucified a god? 

Democracy! thou silly crystal dream, 
Thy guns and fortune thus brought on 

my ruin. 
Ugly cell, gape not. O where is Lucifer? 
Cursed be the stars that smile on my cap- 
tivity! 
And War, where are thy fascinating eyes, 
Both but the image of myself, great suns 
That never should have waned or set? 

Who 
Wrought the world in suffocating Death? 
But here 

[He seats himself on a low throne] 

I'm wont to sit. What once I was, what 
am 

1 now? In this foul loathsome pit I'll 
seek 

To grind, annul the primer works of man 
.And make these devil misers generous. 
In honour's sake, am I not still War- 
Lord? 
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I've plowed up all the countries with my 
sword. 

Be penitent? Fie, 'tis a fool that is con- 
trite. 

Ha, fain would I remain in dross here, 
free, 

Than by the Will of Heaven be subject 

To the drudge and wiles of over-just 
Conceit. 

Were I to be but an egg for Foch to gaze 
at, 

Or an angel hatched like some low- roost- 
ed lark, 

It were a lesser evil that I'm damned. 

Look at the ages. O holy piety! 

Thinkest thou canst check my wondrous 
power, 

Showing that God is hid in my disguise? 

[Enters devils'] 

Who pulls me down? O spare me Luci- 
fer! 

I know they're true — the deeds deny I 
not — 

Their blood clots there upon the firma- 
ment. 
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First blame thyself, then judge thy next 
of kin. 

Now on the mirror of the world I see 

A glittering phantom, beautiful yet fierce. 

O Belgium ! turn, turn away thine unfor- 
giving eyes! 

Thy churches fired, thy houses tumbled 
down, 

Thy children prey to vultures and wild 
beasts, 

Why show thyself so marvelous? O light, 

Thou once all kindly friend, America, 

Why sear me, blind me with unmerciful 
gaze? 

Is there no aid, thou glimmering glove? 
I, king 

Of kings, who was and is! Yet speak I 
folly 

Amid this treachery of fire and ice 

And stone. The devils now draw in my 
tears : 

They know the very business of this hour 

And are at hand to ratify the deed. 

How I'm betrayed! Ten thousand me- 
nials come 

To take stock o'er bankrupt autocracy, 



50 Octavia and New Poems 

Enslaving me to droning beggary. 

Come, come ye devils who would change 
the scene. 

My crown — my friends — have you for- 
saken me? 

Mine eyes, look not that' way! Where 
shall I go? 

Why creeps that burning cloud so near 
my face? 

Is this my soul itself I see? Stand! Stop! 

Then onward, downward into deeper 
Hell, 

So hide me from the bitter wrath of God ! 

[Flames leap up followed by groans 
and cries of "Kamerad"] 

CURTAIN 



THE DEATH OF CLEOPATRA 
A Fragment 



THE DEATH OF CLEOPATRA 

Lay out my robes ; my end — it shall be decent 

In this accursed ache of loneliness. 

Let there be lights here, too, and bring my 

jewels 
To brighten my path in the spangled maze of 

stars. 
But first this wreath shall crown my lover's 

brow. 
Out, Iras, hasten! 

Thou, Death, at best art but 
A cold deceiver, insolent proud thief, vexing, 
Hewing about the silent urn of Time. 
O Antony, thou sifting dust, thou dear relic 
Of my eternal love! thou criest against 
Oblivion, while I still live and feel, 
Hearing thy voice, strange, sweet, and pas- 
sionate. 
But if I die and am no more, where then 
Those visions, loves, these dreams and our 

desires? 
Each, all so well beloved — but shall they be? 
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To live to suffer — 'tis a law unjust 
And should be written on the obelisks : 
Yet better this than worse by such advice 
Which whispers in grim fires and cataracts 
Of doubt, dooming therein each resolution 
That doth spring up beneath this mortal veil. 
Thus sitting, thus consulting, sport and prey, 
Owned by none, belonging to myself, 
I'm trampled in the wiles of misery. 
They say that Death and Life are mingled 

wine: 
Such intertwined confusion is in me 
Flashing its banded colours in the sun. 
O foolish Life! 'Tis time to quaff thy dregs. 
Thy frail mortality envenoms itself 
As Grief's great statue drains thy noblest vin- 
tage. 
Come aspic ! put me to my dreamless sleep 
Or to some awakening where I'll be unique 
In knowing what I am, and what I have 
Upon the throne of Love with Antony. 
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THE BUTTERFLY 

Thou lost lady of wasted years, 

In mournful aspect where once all charms 

portrayed, 
How canst thou escape the thrall, the tears 
From sunken eyes expressed? Arrayed 
Now soft-colored shadows, once a rosy flesh, 
Desponding voice with sigh succeeding sigh, 
The pity of it! Humble, feeble and shy — 
Once fair of face as God didst e'er bestow. 
Thou pleasure loving woman of long ago 
Midst sapphire rings and diamond tiara's 

glow, 
Where now thy youthful hair, those jewels, 

thine eyes, 
Unseeing then of age's dark'ning skies, 
Thy tip-tilted, scornful, witty little nose, 
Thy throat so round and lips as red as a rose, 
Thy mirth, thy passion, kindness and cruelty, 
Thy splendid raiment, infinite variety? 

Now dim and aery, calm in thy despair, 
'Tis naught but death thou knowest will be 
thine heir. 



THE FIRST LOVE 

Night and its gloom fell o'er the neighboring 

hills 
Adown the cliffs to a silvered moon-lit shore. 
Mine eyes were tearless as I watched her go, 
For Love was dumb and mute the lips of 

Faith: 
Enough and more the burden, was my fault. 
The tide crept up the sands where late we sat 
And quarrelled the petty quarrel that changed 

our fate; 
The fishermen were gone and dark the ships ; 
The surges seemed to ebb a little sob ; 
Sad, watchful and aloof, the stars were paled, 
By very sorrow wearied into sleep ; 
But only mad echo answered to her name. 
A chilling tremour seized upon my heart, 
Wounded and weak to evil-whispers' tongue : 
"There are many loves, so be the more con- 
soled." 

Dark Morning! Ah dear Night, that loved me 

first 
With more than mortals' love, my eyes are 

dim — 



r 



New Poems 59 

By daily stings life's frailer chances lost. 
I lived in self -embodied death and die 
In mock similitude of life. Farewell, 
Sweet first-awakener of my youthful soul. 
If I see aught within this gloomy dark 
Or watch for aught across the mystic realm, 
'Tis my chalice filled with love I leave un- 
touched, 
Save with the wine of sweeter memory. 

Hence, Fear and Sorrow, Pain and Wrong! 

ye worst 
Of other evils, Fraud, Contempt, Abuse; 
Ye spousal parleys and deceptive sighs 
In spurious rags of mortal servitude! 
Out, slaves! All hence! 

Awake! Bring lights! Bring flowers! 
My soul hears some strange music ! I am free ! 
What wafts in tender leaflets where I lie? 
No hands I feel, nor body warm with life, 
And still the breath, the voice, the touch, of 

love! 
A queen ascends, all golden in the light, 
With gifts and graces not to me unknown : 
Then hovers on my lips a distant name. 
I knew that Love ne'er died when it once 

lived. 
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Midst beds of spices and immortal lilies 
Now is my Beloved come into Paradise. 
Here God has heard the prayers we made in 

dreams 
Illumined below too faintly thro' our faults. 
Can this be thou? O Divine Prediction! 
That now our love outlives a million years 
And sees the Pyramids dissolved to sand. 
The Throne is ours, the calend days are past 
Where crying oceans and the grave-worms 

gnaw 
But make a life half life, a living death. 

O heart of mine! thou ever unfailing trust, 
Select and sacred! As out of Death thou 

earnest 
To me, pure in eternal loveliness : 
Midst songs of Angels let's replight our troth ; 
At Heaven's Altar let our souls be wed. 



REUNION 

At length, Fulfillment, thou grim fiend of 

War, 
Shouldst thou be sated on this battlefield. 
But he's mine own! O hence, away, begone! 
See how his face, whose life thou claimst as 

prey, 
Would smile before the bliss of seeing me! 

O Beloved! what stil extremer woe 

Doth Victory make those, living here, endure? 

Look towards the hamlet, then the bloody field 

Of battle, torn in spirit twixt the right 

To scenes that could be, and the land that is. 

Why art thou gone from me, who loved thee so 
With passion far outreaching Death's adven- 
ture? 
Will not thine eyelids open at my breath? 
Thy heart in its still exile throb again 
Beneath these tears of utter loneliness? 

Ah, if thine hours of life are done, my love, 
Thy smile, thy touch, thy cares 
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All flown above, 
Here on thy bosom will I lay my head 

In sorrow and despair. 
But now I clasp with feeble fingers 

A Cross in prayer, 

And Hope still lingers 
Anon along these beads of memory, 
Pure pearls of Sympathy's appeal 

And Love's replies. 
I pray, I dream, I feel, 
Then wake before diviner eyes 

To find 
My soul with thine in Paradise. 
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DESTINY 

O Destiny! thou knowest the lore of stars, 

The race of all the moon's progenitors. 

The nights, the hours, the years, the feasts of 
years 

Are scattered embers on thy pyre of power. 

Thou earnest from darkness behind the veil of 
Chaos 

Into the leash of storms, of light — the scales 
of colours 

From riven skies of Time and space to sea- 
sons — 

From the swirling vapors to the waves of the 
sea and the sands 

Of the shore, a-thrilling, tingling unto the 
image of Man. 

E'er lay the world in nothingness concealed, 
Thy motive first was by some charms dis- 
played 
Within thyself, with naught beside to see: 
Then, sudden as Divine reflection brings 
The circling spheres into the eye of day, 
All ages' mirror to thy face was shown; 
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Thy witching snares were then in glances free 
To stir the unborn soul with sweet unrest, 
Untaught of life and all its acts unknown. 

Thou knewest the Song of Nature's nuptial 

gladness 
Through notes of mating bird and running 

brook ; 
Thou knewest the craving of human hearts 

for love, 
The lips for kisses, the bosoms unembraced 
Afar into thy vistas of aeons unlived ; 
Thou sawest the planetless twilight, strange, 

sombre gleam 
In the centuries of cold inevitable space, 
Before the sprites of angels e'er took root 
Beneath the Lilies of eternity. 

Thou art now a stairway at the foot of Life 
With fixed steps and bitter climbs for all, 
Who know not whither Fortune leads them 

on; 
Still thou didst know each sick'ning death and 

sorrow, 
Perchance those feet that'll burn eternal years. 
Astride thy rail hang sin and every doom, 
Yet thou wilt not destroy them by a glance 
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Nor put to sleep their misery and their dread 
From o'er the coldness of thy hard set frame. 

O Destiny! thou riddle, twining life, 
Though mortals shudder at thy chill disdain 
Their knowing all might be a greater pain. 



POMPEII 

Pompeii! I see thee circled by thy flowers, 
Half-hidden there 'mid grass grown wild and 

long: 
A-near in sullen anger Vesuvius towers 
While mouldering griefs arise in speechless 

throng. 

Thine was the fatal gift of beauty rare, 
That softly soared down from the southern sky 
Through colonnaded streets and vistas fair, 
Unconscious and unheeding Virtue's cry. 

Carelessly thou stood'st before the idols' 

throne, 
As palm-embroidered charioteers displayed 
The mocking power of Imperial Rome; 
Each roof, each temple a monstrous orgy 

staged. 

The silent moon at night rose clear and free 
And twined a warning ringlet 'round thy 

maze; 
A gentle breeze from off the distant sea 
Wafted a breath of heeding through thy blaze. 



New Poems 67 

Up to the zenith climbed the pagan stair, 
Each rung upbearing the folly of mankind : 
Then rose from out the crypt of Vesuvius there 
The emblem that the wrath of God now 
shined. 

Ye suckling elegance and potentates, 
Ye nymphs of Venus and ye hypocrites, 
Ye charioteers and goggling crowds on stilts, 
Ye divorcees in flaunting gossamer silks, 
Ye concubines in serpent whirlwind dance — 
All these were thine, O Pompeii thou city en- 
tranced 
With wine so spilled, in cups to gods of stone, 
O'er passions and deceptions vast and drone. 

Where now thy songs, where now thy glowing 

eyes 
'Neath lava's flow and angered blazing skies? 
Thy ribald revelry and wild clamour, 

Unrestrained, enthralling? 
Thy baleful beauty and its sweet allure? 

All lost beyond recalling! 
Obliterated memories steeped in rust 
While weeds and flowers feed upon thy dust. 



SHOULD WE FORGET? 

Should wc forget those days in Egypt, dear, 
The sands and doura-fields, the waters near 
Cairo, sunshine beneath a blinding blue — 
Where lustrous languors pierced us through 

and through 
With passion? Should we forget, erewhile, 
Our dreams and kisses on the curved Nile, 
As lotus-flower and the damask rose 
Breathed sweetest, costly scents o'er our re- 
pose? 

We sat forgetting! Should we now forget 
Those obelisks of marbled stone — regret 
That Eastern brightness lovely in its dress? 
Should I forget thy hair, thy sweet caress, 
Or glittering above, thine arms and soft kind 

eyes? 
The amorous Pharoahs wooed beneath those 

skies ; 
There Cleopatra's breast was filled with glad- 
ness 
So brief, and still a passion, endless, ageless. 



r 



New Poems 69 

Should we forget the mummies who have 

lived 
In sun-ray sense of freedom, kissed as we have 

kissed, 
While birds and butterflies with pure white 

wings 
Disdained concealment and the sphinx-like 

things? 
Nay, we should let our soulful memories play 
Afar into that sensuous desert day ; 
Thus changing into blood our past delight, 
Redeeming love in this our present plight. 

Ah, there it was! To thee it seems so far, 

That silvery pageantry of Sakkara. 

And fair Luxor! Ne'er glow, nor withering 

wear 
Of Time, nor vanquished dynasties do tear 
Her beauty from her mystic palaces, 
Her pylons, gliphs and sacred mysteries. 

Should we forget those days in Egypt — the 

air, 
The raptures of their spell, 'til muezzins' 

prayer? 
Nay, Fate has willed and it shall e'er be so, 
That we who love today loved years ago. 



•* o 



82891:- 



WHO SAYS THAT THOU—? 

Who says that thou art not mine only love? 
Show me a spirit that will tell thee nay. 
Thou art the fire that burns and blows, a flame 
Thy floral hair; thy heart a rose; thy lips 
Are passion petals ripe for little kissings ; 
Thine eyes twin urns in sleep, by day lighting 
O'er yester's dreams and present soft desires. 

Who says that thou art not mine only love? 
Not mine those cheeks aglow, thy warm- 
veined arms, 
Thy soft white knees adoring oft in prayer; 
Nor little feet that tread the tender leaflet? 
O eyes half-closed, you shall not look from me ; 
Nor all the gods shall turn me from a gaze, 
Where every droop of lids is amorous. 

Who says that thou art not mine only love? 
Thou art a new star sprung into mine air 
Of cold estrangement. In the hollow heaven 
The lights there feel the quivering touch of 
thee 
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And exiled passion quickens in thy sphere. 
Thou art my life, my sea's breath vast and 

sweet, 
Eclipsed in rumours of divinity. 

Who says that thou art not mine only love ; 
Thy heart ungiven in the perfumed morn 
Of rustling leaves and frail cathedral chimes ; 
My grace enshrined upon the golden sands 
And myriad waves of immortality? 
Though all the firmament were strewn with 

fire, 
With thee not there is ta'en its sun away. 
O show me a spirit that will tell thee nay! 



PEACE 

O Peace, again thou art returned to us 
With temple-front, sublime and undefiled; 
Thy kindly genius Justice is restored 
Once more, upon this weary world of strife 
And war, sunk low into the arts of hell 
And bathed in the blood of four long griev- 
ing years. 

The heavens spoke and therefore thou didst 

come 
With armour glimmering o'er the gloom of 

woe 
And stung with pitying recollections; 
Equal thy thundering voice and noble anger, 
Still with thy beauty everlastingly 
To save the realm of frail humanity. 
For thou didst know the movements of the 

stars 
Against this savage f rightfulness and still 
More savage men; thy women dragged into 
Captivity, suffering cycles of 
Perpetual shame; thy churches wrecked and 

burned, 
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Therewith an everlasting leave to scores 
Of worshiped arts from silenced centuries. 

O Peace, thou hast returned — so shalt thou 

stay 
To link in strength thy clansmen who still live. 
Cast off thy bandaged wounds of sorrow now 
And all that thou hast held thine enemy! 
See there upon the crested towers thou 
Dost stand unwearied; thy soul doth perish 

not; 
Before thee war falls from its pedestals. 
Enthroned art thou again! Soft scents climb 
And cling around thy neck; the air is awed 
Before a bliss, tender as day-dawn greets 
The Eastern clouds and hushed in sweeter 

gifts 
Of light, than Nature lays out for a sleeping 

child. 

A stream of music rises in the spheres 
And colour once more wafts into the cheeks 
Of Day — advanceth o'er the cloudy deeps 
By ways unfolded through disordered ranges. 
The sea is conscious of the freshened sails 
That glide without fear in the steepest crests. 
The world is risen from its Curse! Behold 
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The Furies gone; thou Earth again art kissed 
By joy rose-woven in the arms of Peace. 

O Peace, thy cup in thine hand upholden 

That we may drink of its brim all golden. 

The masses are chanted, 

The golden domes are glittering, 

The birds no longer are frightened; 

The fountains play in the sunlight. 

Thy heralds, O Peace, are in the villages, 

Thy trumpets o'er "Flanders fields." 



VENICE 

Like great outreaching spectral arms, the sun's 
Last rays fell 'thwart the domes and loggias 
Of Venice. The sea wind died away; a cloud 
Of rose poised o'er the Grand Canal, then 

broke 
In amber bubbles through the colonnades 
And laced arches that lined the Piazzetta. 
The Campanile tapered 'gainst the sky, 
Its shadows in appearance vanishing 
Across the lake and overflood of sheen, 
While sweet perfumes the zephyrs wafted 

near 
The gliding gondolas in their rythmic play. 
The Ducal Palace and St. Mark's were 

dimmed 
But thrilling with a finer tenderness, 
As through their crumbled stones and archi- 
traves 
The pigeons flying to roost were flaked as 
snow. 

With twilight came a wistful melancholy, 
Sweetly o'ercharging the delighted past 
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And conjuring of a thousand memories, 
Where time had wrought its changes. Here 

Desdemona 
Had lived in youth and loved her faithful 

Moor; 
Here the darker sources of those passions slept 
In rage or grace-inspiring harmony. 
Along the Grand Canal of palaces 
With arched windows and doors of beaten 

gold, 
The dripping music of the waters played 
Against the marble steps and rose-hung walls. 
Behind these walls nestled a cool retreat 
With stone chipped bench in foliage musical. 
Helplessly sweet the flowers nodded, the 

leaves 
Lisped silently in moving shadows of 
Warm kissing lips and dear responsive arms. 

Hail, Venice! thine isles, thy streams, and fair 

lagoons, 
Hail, tabernacle set in gold and ridged 
In the green and violet of a changing sea! 
What touch of Heaven hast thou Queen City 

of 
Motion, proud towers and everlasting light? 
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What spirit speaks thy firmament of thought, 
Whose stars seem holier in their great decline 
Through countless ages wreathed on carven 

stone? 
Hail, Venice! standest thou immortal ; 
Thy soul has more to tell than thy Bridge has 

Sighs, 
Mingling with death but mocking at decay. 



ERRATUM 

The fourth line, page 7 6, should read: 

Had hved in youth and loved her fateful 
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